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Thou dearest, who did'st tread,
(Woe, woe is me!)
Paths full of dread and fear,
How hast thou brought me low,
Yea, brought me very low, thou dearest one!
Therefore receive thou me to this thine home,
Ashes to ashes, that with thee below
I may from henceforth dwell. When thou wast
here
I shared with thee an equal lot, and now
I crave in dying not to miss thy tomb;
For those that die I see are freed of grief.
CHORUS
Thou, O Electra, take good heed, wast bora
Of mortal father, mortal, too, Orestes;
Yield not too much to grief. To suffer thus
Is common lot of all.
ORESTES [trembling].
Ah, woe is me!
What shall I say? Ah, whither find my way
In words confused? I fail to rule my speech.
ELECTRA
What grief disturbs thee? Wherefore speak'st
thou thus?
ORESTES
Is this Electra's noble form I see?
ELECTRA
That self-same form, and sad enough its state,